ACT I         FOR    SERVICES    RENDERED            TJ^

Lois: Naturally.   It's awful when there's no one at the

Manor,

WILFRED: D'you know, you're a very pretty giri.
Lois: It doesn't do me much good.
WILFRED: I wonder you don't go on the stage,
Lois: One can't go on the stage just like that.

WILFRED: With your looks you could always get a job in

the chorus.

Lois: Can you see father's face if I suggested it?
WILFRED: You haven't got much chance of marrying in a

place like this.

Lois: Oh, I don't know.  Someone may rarn up.
WILFRED: I believe you'd be a success on the stage,
Lois: One has to have training.  At least a year.  Fd have

to live in London. It costs money.
WILFRED: I'll pay.
Lois: You? What do you mean?
WILFRED: Well, I'm not exactly a poor man.  I can't bear

the thought of your going to seed in a rotten little hole

like this.

Lois: Don't be silly.   How can I take money from you?
WILFRED: Why not? I mean, it's absurd at this time of day

to be conventional.

Lois: What do you think Gwen would say?
WILFRED: She needn't know.

Lois: Anyhow, it's too late. I'm twenty-six. One has to start
at eighteen. . . . It's extraordinary how the years slip
by. I didn't realise I was grown up till I was twenty,
I vaguely thought of becoming a typist or a hospital
nurse. But I never got beyond thinking of it. I suppose
I thought I'd marry,

WILFRED: What'll you do if you don't?
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